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PREFACE. 



This volume of Poems and Hymns is the pro- 
duction of one of those often called unfortunate 
individuals who have lost the blessing of sight. 
He has abundant reason to thank a fkithful God, 
who doeth all things well, that he has not forsaken 
him in the day of trouble, but has brought him 
thus far through a pilgrimage in a weary land, 
and has raised up for him many kind friends, to 
whose liberality he is partly indebted for the daily 
temporal sustenance of life. But as it is the duty 
of every Christian man to labour truly " to get his 
own living," so he no longer desires to be a 
burden to them, but wishes to fill his proper 
station in life, by doing his duty to God and 
man. 
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As the Author has had to experience many 
privations, — straggling against poverty, and suf- 
fering from severe afflictions, — he has felt the 
value of an Almighty arm on which to rest : not 
fearing what might befal him on the morrow, he 
knew that as long as he trusted in him who is the 
Father of the fatherless, — who will not see one of 
the sheep of his heavenly fold want for any good 
thing, he would "keep him in perfect peace," and 
give daily bread to the creature his hand has 
made. 

The pieces were composed in those otherwise 
vacant hours when he either has not had work to 
do, or, which has often been the case with him, 
could not do it for want of materials. 

This book is published, first, that by means of 

the profit arising from its sale, he may no longer 

depend upon others for what he, to the extent of 

his abilities, should do himself; and, secondly, 4 

which is his heart's desire and fervent prayer, that 

as 

" God has his plan 
For every man." 

So he may make use of him as an instrument to 
promote the ever-blessed and adorable Redeemer's 
Kingdom, by telling to others what Jesus has 
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done for his soul, the Christian warrior may be 
strengthened, and persevere in his conflicts against 
" the world, the flesh, and the devil," and go on 
still " conquering and to conquer." 

And if the infidel or unbeliever shall find any- 
thing in the following lines which will cause him 
to seek a surer foundation for the conduct of the 
future part of Ids fleeting life, God's holy name he- 
will ever praise, that he has chosen such a weak 
vessel to advance his own wise and eternal purpose, 
the salvation of mankind. 

The Editor. 
Sheffield, October, 1856. 
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Lines to the Memobt of a Little Gibl. 

Sweet lovely maid, though young in years, 
Grim Death has laid his hand on thee; 

In glory now thy soul appears, 
To praise the Lamb who died for thee. 

Tis true thy parents and thy friends 
A many tears have shed for thee ; 

Yet where thou art, joy never ends,— 
From sin and sorrow thou art free* 

Wast thou permitted but to fly 
To this our vale of grief and woe ; 

Metfainks thou then aloud would cry, 
" Parents and friends to Jesus go ! " 

For ere thy spirit took its flight, 
God's mercy thou didst often trace ; 

Christ was thy plea, both day and night, 
When bending at the throne of grace. 



Nor didst thou seek the Lord in vain, 
For oft thy weary soul he blest ; 

He dried thy tears, he soothed thy pain, 
Now he has called thee to his rest. 

Amid the shining ranks thou art, 

With Christ thy Saviour and thy King ; 

From these thou ne'er wilt have to part, 
But evermore his praises sing. 



Lines to the Memoby of Louis Platts, 
Who Died April 30th, 1854, aged 3 years and 6 months. 

Thou wast on earth a flower sweet, 

But soon thy spirit fled ; 
Scarce hadst thou taken to thy feet, 

yrhen friends pronounced thee dead. 

Thou wast thy parents' fond delight, 
But thou, their plant, art gone ; 

They often mourn the kindred sight, 
Of thee, their darling son. 

And yet they need not weep, oh no ! 

For thou art highly blest ; 
There are no pleasures here below, — 

On earth there is no rest 



But now, sweet babe, thy spirit flies 

Amid the dazzling throng ; 
Kemoved from sorrow, grief, and sighs, 

Thou join'st the heavenly song. 

Weep not, fond parents, nor complain. 

But rather now rejoice ; 
If you would meet your child again, 

Now make that blessed choice. 

Through Jesus Christ draw nigh to God ; 

In earnest faith now pray ; 
Ask him to wash you in his blood, 

And take your guilt away. 



The Dying Daughter to her Mother. 

Written in Memory of Miss H W , who Died 

October 2nd, 1851, aged 22 years. 

mother dear, weep not for me, 
For soon with Jesus I shall be ; 
My earthly sufFrings will be o'er, 
When I arrive on Canaan's shore. 

mother dear, weep not for me, 
For soon my Lord will set me free 



From every earthly pang and pain ; 
Then, mother dear, do not complain. 

Mother, I say, weep not for me, 
For I a glorious crown can see ; 
A snow white robe I now behold, 
A palmy wreath, a harp of gold. 

And these bright laurels all are mine ; 
And such, dear mother, may be thine, 
If thou but seek with all thy heart : 
We then may meet no more to part. 

So, mother, now I bid adieu ! 
To you and all I ever knew ; 
Still hoping we shall meet above, 
Where all is harmony and love. 

There, sighs, and tears, and sorrows cease ; 
The troubled soul there meets with peace ; 
Then, mother, seek thy Saviour now, 
And thus escape eternal woe. 

So now I bid you all farewell ! 
With Christ I am about to dwell ; 
And there I hope to meet you too, 
So fare thee well, adieu ! adieu ! 



The Mother's Meditations and Prayer, after the 
Death of her Affectionate Daughter. 

My daughter she doth slumber 

Within the silent grave ; 
Her joys are without number : 

Such happiness I crave. 

In mercy, now, O Saviour, 

Accept thy servant's cry ; 
Receive me in thy favour, 

My God, do thou draw nigh ! 

Suppress the deep emotions 

That swell within my breast, — 
That rage like troubled oceans : 

Kind Saviour, give me rest. 

My earthly comfort now is gone, 

I shall not see her more ; 
My hope is now in thee alone, 

Thy pity I implore. 

Then, Lord, in mercy condescend 

To be my king and guide ; 
I now am lost : I need a friend : 

Do thou o'er me preside, 
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And give me strength that I may bear 

The troubles that oppress ; 
Through Jesus Christ I come in prayer, — 

Bow down thine ear to bless I 



A Funeeal Hymn, 



In Memory of the Author's Sister, Ann Shillito, the Wife 

of John Shillito, who Departed this Life 

May <lth, 1851, aged 36 years. 

Dear sister, thou art gone, 

Thy voice in songs to raise, 
Where num'rous tongues combine as one, 

To sing their Maker's praise. 

With aching hearts, we now 

Consign thee to the dust ; 
We shall not meet again below, 

But soon in heaven, we trust. 

Farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 

Thy earthly race is run ; 
With Jesus thou art gone to dwell, 

Thy glory is begun. 



Thou now hast post the stream, 
Mid joy and much delight ; 

Broken is every heavenly dream ! 
Majestic is the sight ! 

But we must tarry here, 
And wait our Master's call ; 

Then we a starry crown shall wear, 
But oh ! this is not all. 

Nor could we e'er describe, 

However we might try ; 
The joy, the comfort, and the bliss, 

There is beyond the sky. 



A Poem fob the Blind. 

How blest are they who can behold 
The silvery moon, — the stars of gold ; 
They shine above this earthly sphere, 
Majestic, bright, transparent, clear. 

But as for me, I cannot see, 
The herbage green, the blooming tree, 
The fleecy flock, the mountains high, 
Nor yet the blue ethereal sky : 



I cannot see those charms around, 
Which rise and beautify the ground ; 
The fields of ripe and golden corn, 
The rose, the violet newly born, 

The sweet and handsome myrtle tree, 
The fly, the busy humming bee, 
The sturtium red, the ivy green : 
These all from me have hidden been. 

Yet, still, my Maker I can praise ; 
To him my voice I now can raise, 
And thank him for his love to me, 
For suffering upon the tree. 

Thrice happy they who, blest with sight, 

Behold the glorious rays of light ; 

Likewise, the radiating sun, j 

And all beside which God has done. ■ 

Tis true I do not see the light, 

Nor yet the moon which shines by night, 

I do not see the vapour rise,~ 

But, still, my voice shall tune the skies. 

Thanks be to God who reigns above, 

For all his wondrous grace and love ; 

For he is merciful and kind* j 

Unto the sick, the lame, the bknd. ! 
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The little songsters, as they fly, 
Are under his Almighty eye ; 
Their feeble voices they do raise, 
They seem as if they sang his praise. 

With much delight I hear their song, 
As they do swiftly glide along; 
Yet, still more happy I should he, 
If God's creation I could see. 

But why sin I against my God ? 
For he is ever wise and good ; 
And all his actions daily prove 
That he is full of grace and love. 

Then I to God will raise my voice, 
For he hath bid me thus rejoice ; 
I do believe in Jesu's name, 
For 'twas through him salvation came. 

Tis now in earnestness I pray, 
That thou would'st wash my sins away; 
O Lord, my God ! do thou draw nigh, 
Forgive and save me, lest I die ! 

Lord I thank thee now for all : 
On thee for mercy mow I call : 
Father ! hear and bless thy child, 
In mercy, love,— both meek and mild* 



10 

Thou knowest, Lord, that I am weak, 
And that thy laws I daily break ; 
Then do assist me, my God, 
That I may tread the path thou trod. 

And be thou constantly with me, 
That I may ever worship thee ; 
For if thou leavest me alone, 
Again I sin, and leave thy throne. 

Then, Lord, in trouble be thou nigh ; 
Hide not thy face whene'er I cry ; 
But hasten for to give relief, — 
Kemove my sorrow, — heal my grief. 

And thou, O Lord, from day to day, 
Do give me strength to watch and pray ; 
That I may join the heavenly band, 
In Zion's fair and happy land. 

For thee, at last, I shall behold, — 
As saints aad martyrs oft have told ; — 
And grant that I with thee may shine, 
In glory endless and divine. 

Though there be some who me despise, 
Because I have not nature's eyes ; 
Yet thou, Lord, wilt be my friend, 
Thy love to me will never end. 
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And in that great and dreadful day, 
When mockers will be heard to pray ;- 
I shall receive a glorious crown, 
But mockers will receive a frown : 

I shall obtain a glorious prize, 
The endless bliss of Paradise ! 
Blindness I shall exchange for sight, 
In that all glorious world of light. 



God's Omnipeesbnce and Love. 

The starry elements above 
Display the great Almighty's love ; 
The hills and valleys they exclaim 
That God is everywhere the same. 

From heaven to earth I hear and see 
The graces of the Deity ; 
Yes, every plant, and every tree, 
And every flowery grove I see, 

And everything that breathes the air, 
The great Jehovah makes his care ; 
Likewise with food he does supply, 
Aqd feeds the ravens when they cry. 
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Nothing on earth there is too mean, 
Nor jet too small not to be seen ; 
His eye can everything survey, — 
Darkness to him is as the day. 

We cannot hide one sin from him, 
His eyes with sleep are never dim ; 
Whate'er we think, or do, or say, 
His eye observes it night or day. 

The Lord our God is ever near, 
To soothe our grief, to banish fear, 
And daily he doth shew his love, 
Around, beneath the earth, above. 

Since he provides for each and all 
Around this wide terrestrial ball, 
Great homage, then, we ought to pay 
To him, the Lord of night and day. 

Our lives are wholly in his hand, 
Death strikes the blow at his command ; 
Ought we not, then, his name to fear, 
And worship him whilst living here ? 

O yes, O yes, indeed we ought; 
For Jesus with his blood hath bought 
A pardon free, and full, and sure, 
For those who to the end endure,-* 
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For those who in his name believe, 
And seek his graces to receive ; 
Then let us join in earnest prayer, 
And God, our Maker, us will hear. 

For he hath promised so to do, 
And what he promises is true ; 
His promise, yet, has never failed; 
No power yet, has e'er prevailed. 

For were the powers of earth and hell 
All to combine his power to quell, 
All would be vain and foolish too, 
For he could all their plans undo. 

Since all their efforts would be vain, 
Since fiends and men could not maintain 
Their standard in this world below, 
Ought we not reverence to show 

To him, the ruler of the skies, 
The omnipresent God, and wise, 
Who formed us ail, and gave us breath? 
He reigns the Lord of life and death. 

Yet we presumptuously do rise, 
And shout defiance to the skies ; 
We sin and break his righteous laws, 
And show ourselves his open foes. 
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Still he in mercy spares us all ; — 
u Kepent, poor sinners," He doth call, 
" And I will pardon all your sin ; 
Repent ! and I will take you in." 

• Tis not his will that one should die, — 
This he hath spoken from the sky ; 
Then, sinner, turn to him : helieve, 
And Christ will freely thee forgive. 

Repent, poor sinner ! now's the time ; 
It matters not how great thy crime ; 
However great thy debt may be 
The Lord thy God will pardon thee. 

Then, sinner, come, begin to day, 

For there is danger in delay ! 

For pardon and salvation cry, 

To Christ, thy King, who reigns on high, 

And say, " Father, great and wise, 
Unerring ruler of the skies ; 
O, come, descend into my heart, 
And thy celestial light impart ; 

Illuminate my soul with grace, 
And fit me for that heavenly place ; 
Fill thou my heart with love divine, 
consecrate and call me thine. 
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Tis true that Jesus died for me 
Upon the cross of Calvary ; 
For me his precious blood was spilt ; 
I know, I feel, I own my guilt. 

Then, Lord, have mercy on me now, 
And save my soul from endless woe ; 
Thy work of grace in me begin, 
And purify my soul from sin." 



A Paraphrase on the Lord's Prayer. 

Our Father is in heaven ; 
Him we will hallow now, 
Until his heavenly kingdom come, 
And we before him bow. 

Thy will on earth be done, 
As it is done in heaven ; 
The lowly spirit of thy Son, 
Great God, to us be given. 

A blessing, Lord, we ask, 
A blessing thou wilt give ; 
We ask of thee our daily food, 
And grace that we may live. 
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Our debts do thou forgive, 
Though numberless they be, 
As we forgive our neighbours' debts, 
We ask it Lord of thee. 

In all temptations, Lord, 
Be thou for ever nigh ; 
We ask forgiveness at thy feet, 
And call on thee, and cry. 

Deliver us, O Lord, 

From evil and distress ; 

For they who in thy name believe, 

Thou wilt for ever bless. 

Thy kingdom, Lord, is great, 
Majestic are thy ways ; 
The wicked thou hast said, my God, 
Shall not live half his days. 

Thine be the power, Lord, 
Likewise the glory too ; 
To this let every land respond 
Amen I and be it so- 
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Lines to the Memory of Mrs. Harriet Fbetwell, 

Of Garden Street, the Beloved Wife of Mr. Geo. Fretwell, 
who sweetly fell asleep in Jesus, April l%th t 1853. 

"Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord ; yea, saith the Spirit, 
that they may rest from their labours." 

Thy death, dear Sister, we regret ; 

But why should we do so, 
Since thou art to thy Saviour gone ? 

Thou art not dead, oh no 1 

In Jesus thou dost only sleep, 

And we shall meet again, 
Above yon bright and starry world, 

If faithful we remain. 

Thy grief, thy miseries, thy woes, 

And sickly pangs are o'er ; 
Eternal bliss is now begun 

With thee, on Canaan's shore. 

Methinks I see thy spirit now, 

Array'd in raiment white ; 
And join thee joyfully I would, 

For great is thy delight. 

Thou now hast past the chilly stream — 
Death was no foe to thee ; 

c 
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For oft thou in thy spirit aid, 
'My Jesus died for me I* 
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M Sweet Jesus ! yes, thanks to bis 

He died on Calvary ! 
I fear not death, because I feel 

That Jesns died for me ! 



For me the blessed Saviour died ; 

Amazing lore ! for me. 
My children, lo ! your mother comes,— 

With you I soon shall be. 

The name of Jesns, O ! how sweet! 

How healthful is the sound ! 
It drives away all doubt and fear, 

Which once my spirit bound. 

Happy indeed will be my soul, 

If this my song may be, 
When I resign my breath, that 'Christ 

My Saviour died for me ! ' 

But ere I take my lasting flight — 

Ere I my breath resign, 
Continue stedfast, I entreat, 

God's promise is divine. 
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Dear Husband, do not weep and mourn 

At parting thus with me, 
It is but for a little time! 

If thou but faithful be* 

My children, I must leave you here, 

But trust in God I say ; 
In all your actions here below, 

Let Jesus lead the way. 

My Christian friends ! a word with you ; 

In Jesus now I find 
That all may come, whoever will, 

The seeking soul shall find. 

God grant, my husband, children, friends, 

That we may meet above ; 
Where angels are I soon shall go, 

To sing redeeming love. 

My time on earth it is but short, 

Soon I must soar away; 
There with my Jesus I shall be, 

Amid the blaze of day !" 

Thy words, dear sister, were correct, 

For soon thy spirit fled, 
To join the heavenly hosts on high, 

With Christ the living Head. 
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Thy soul, dear sister, is at peace, 

Thy sighs and tears are o'er ; 
The anguish and the pain* thou felt, 

Will trouble thee no more. 

But ere I close, my Christian friends, 

More I would say to you, 
What this our blessed sister said, 

Before she bade adieu. 

In words like these she thus exclaimed, 

" Sweet Jesus, now I pray 
Ease thou my pain, Thou blessed Lamb, 

And waft my soul away." 

Then turning to her husband, she 

Exclaimed, " Why, oh why, 
How is it George ! come tell me now, 

I would, but cannot die ?" 

11 My dear," said he, " our Saviour says, 

• Wait patiently on me,' " 
" Patience," she cried, " Lord, give me this, 

Then I will wait on thee." 

Her eyes did sparkle then with joy, 

Oh ! what a blessed sight : — 
M Weep not for me," she smiling said, 

« My little barque is right" 
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She sang and pray'd, then smiling said, 
" Thy bread and water's sure ; 

Continue stedfast in the Lord, 
For he observes the poor." 

Such were her sentiments, I say, 

Before she took her flight 
From this dark, dreary, teary vale, 

Unto the realms of light. 



On Prayer. 

Prayer is the source of inward love 
Displayed to God, who reigns above ; 
By prayer, through faith and humbleness, 
We gain eternal happiness. 

Prayer proves a friend when troubles rise ; 
It mounts .like incense to the skies : 
Nor will it fail to gain its claim, 
If raised through faith in Jesu's name. 

But without prayer we cannot rise 
To view the glories in the skies ; 
We cannot taste the things above, 
For they are happiness and love. 



Then, sinner, eome and ask in pr ayer 
That God would guard thee from the snare ; 
That he would safe thy soul from heO, 
And Jbring thee safe with him to dwelt 

Oh, sinner, eome and own thy King, 
To him thy soul and person bring; 
Prostrate thyself before his throne, 
And plead the merits of his Son. 

Ask him, and he will strengthen thee 
To fight and gain the victory 
O'er sin and Satan, death and hell, 
Then thou wilt ever with him dwell. 

Our Saviour prayed ; then why not we ? 
For us he died on Calvary ; 
He suffered to redeem mankind : 
Then ask, and thou shaft mercy find. 

The Lord will hear thine earnest cry, 
And he will bless thee from on high ; 
Tea, and hell grant thee swift relief, 
Although of sinners thou be chief. 
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A few Solemn Thoughts whilst Musing bx ths 
Side of a Chubohtaed. 

Draw near my friends, and muse with me 
Upon the sight which now I see ; 
Let serious thoughts possess your breast, 
And to your souls may they be blest. 

Here numbers lie beneath the sod, 
Whose spirits have returned to God ; 
They in the heights of glory shine, 
And tune their harps to songs divine : 

Whilst others weep, and wail, and mourn, — 
On waves of liquid fire are borne. 
Pray what are now your thoughts on this ; 
Seek ye for misery or bliss. 

You see the graves do open wide ; 
There friends and foes lie side by side ; 
There malice, pride, ambition too, 
Lie quiet, and shall ever do. 

There wealth and luxury are stayed, 
The rich and poor alike are made ; 
The rich no longer there prevail, 
But all are balanced on a scale. 

Dear friend, I say, where is thy trust, 
In Jesus Christ, so be it must. 
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If not, then sinner, come I say, 
Thou art in error, stay, Oh stay ! 

And seek that great Redeemer now, 
Whose precious blood was spilt below : 
Whose frame was mangled on the tree, 
For sinners Tain and vile as we. 

Poor sinnprs now he does invite, 
To sit with him in mansions bright, 
To share his glories in the skies ; 
Then sinner gain that sacred prize. 

And wilt thou yet refuse to come, 
For dreadful is the sinner's doom ; 
Eternally shut up in hell, 
With fiends and devils there to dwell. 

Shut out from God, shut out from light, 
Where is no day, where all is night, 
And where their torments never cease, — 
Shut out from pleasure, joy, and peace. 

Escape to Christ, for he is good, — 
Plunge in the ocean of his blood, 
And wash thy soul from every stain : 
He calls, and shall he call in vain. 
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Although thy sins before thee rise, 
To hide thy Saviour from thine eyes- ; 
If thou in Jesu's name believe, 
Thy Father, God, will thee forgive. 



ON DEISM. 
Introduction. 



Oh, sinner, stop and lend an ear, 
Whilst I a message to thee bear 
Of peace, and righteousness, and love — 
Of things below, and things above. 

Then sinner stop, again I say, 
Proceed no farther on thy way, 
Till I have had some talk with thee 
On time and on eternity. 

On many subjects I shall dwell : 

On life and death — on heaven and hell — 

On peace and pain— on bliss and woe : 

The cause and power from whence they flow. 

And may the God that rules the sky 
Give me his aid, and me supply 
With heavenly wisdom, grace, and light, 
That I may plead his cause aright. 



In merer, warn, O God, < 

Assst t£j serum, Laid, I pes* — 
Direct and gcade me in limns mar. 



Inflame my sool wnh j 
Grant me, t>. : * once, my heart's desire, 
That I may vindicate thy cause* 
And thus confound thy stubborn foes. 

Fran earthly things, to loftier thoughts I raise 
My mind in search of ho, the sire of days : 
From earth, I say, my soul would soar away 
In search of him, the God of night and day. 

But here I pause, for atheists declare 
There is no God, to role o'er us or care : 
"There is no God!" and is this really true ? 
It cannot he : — adieu ! Tain thought, adieu ! 

Whence sprang, I say, this glorious frame, and how? 
Do atheists tell, or deists strive to show ? 
Where are the wits of these wiseacres — where ? 
I think, myself these men have none to spare. 

One writer, Clarke, presumingly doth say 
That all from matter sprang ; — here we must stray ; 
To think, that matter men and minds conceived ! 
By whom of common sense is this believed. 
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PabtL 

All ye who revelation do deny, 
I now would ask of you the reason why ? 
Ye men of wit display your double mind, 
For I have sought and no just one I find. 

Ye men of wisdom, who likewise deny 
God's omnipresence, state your reason why : 
For I have sought, and found your reason vain : 
I read creation ; she bespeaks it plain. 

The variegated scenes of earth bespeak 
God's omnipresence ; man thy reason's weak ; 
It is, creation's voice aloud doth cry, 
Thy wisdom, language too, although so high. 

Behold, like me, creation's field, and then, 
I feel persuaded, thou wouldst say to men 
That thou art wrong ; and then with all thy might, 
Declare the cause of God, and speak aright. 

Stiff-necked man, of scientific skill, 
Thou call'st me fool, and such remain I will. 
There is a God ! a devil ! hell ! and heaven 1 
The Bible is the book which God has given. 

Ere I could read the book of which I speak, 
Creation's glories on my sight did break ; 
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Filled my young heart with wonder and surprise ; 
She whispered, God made these, who rules the skies. 

Bet when I tell you this, again you say, 
That by my parents I was led away, 
To harbour such enthusiastic thoughts ; 
What I are we then no more than bulls or goats ? 

Canst thou, O man of wisdom and of might, 
Uphold a cause like this as just and right ? 
What ! thou, the noblest creature under heaven ; 
Hast thou no soul — is nought but instinct given ? 

yes, there is, thy reason all is vain : 

Who led thee off? Has Smollett, Hume, or Payne ? 
Thou hast a soul ! and it will ever live I 
Then, sceptic, do not thus thyself deceive* 

1 say, vain critic, why dost thou aspire 
To question God, or make him out a liar? 
Because thou canst not understand, his plan. 
Thou reason'st thus, proud presumptuous man. 

Would he be wise to made it known to thee, 
Who thus blasphem'st and scorn'st the Deity? 
Why thus aspire to question his decree ? 
Be thou content with what he shows to thee; 
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Presume no more his wisdom to deny, 
He is too wise to err — he cannot lie ; 
His love and mercy never dare dispute, 
For he displays them to both man and brute. 

Pabt II. 

Blaspheme no more thy Maker's hallow'd name, 
But strive to shun the lake's eternal flame ; 
Escape from wrath, from future judgment flee ; 
Fly unto Christ, his grace is rich and free. 

There yet is hope, his mercy doth abound ; 
Then seek him now, while he is to be found ; 
Delay no more, thy God no more provoke, 
Lest he in wrath should point the deadly stroke. 

Grim Death may come and snatch thy soul away. 
Then seek and choose the safe and better way ; 
Pursue the track his word points out to thee, 
And thus escape eternal misery. ' 

With patient faith peruse the page divine, 
Draw near to God, sin's weapons now resign ; 
Believe those truths, his promises embrace, 
And call on him to strengthen thee with grace. 

Now lend an ear, lay prejudice aside, 

Believe the truth that Christ for thee hath died : 
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For thee, man ! be suffered on the tree, 
And all mankind as well: Christ is my plea. 

If thou, Oh man ! will lend an ear to me, 
I then will shew the lore of God, to thee, 
Towards myself, of what IVe felt and seen; 
For kind, indeed, the Lord to me has been. 

Pabt III. 

I now am blind, but once, thank God, I saw: 
Creation fair with beauties then did glow ; 
The glimmering stars, the bright and morning sun 
I then beheld, — but those sweet days are gone. 

The moon by night, the painted skies by day, — 
On them my mind was fixed ; oft I would say, 
" Grand is the sight, all glorious to survey, 
The azure convex both by night and day." 

The heavenly canopy I did explore, 
And though a child, I loved to range it o'er. 
Those brilliant orbs a power supreme declare : 
Nought else but perfect grandeur lieth there. 

When but a child, on such I loved to dwell ; 
I then became convinced of heaven and hell ; 
1 read the book which God to man has given, 
I read of bliss and woe, of hell and heaven. 
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Ere fourteen summers had rolled o'er my head, 
My sight was gone, my parents both had fled 
To those bright realms where I intend to go ; 
Far henoe removed from sorrow, sin, and woe. 

My God, I thank thee for such hopes as these; 
They cheer my soul, — they give me joy and ease ; 
And day and night they make me not afraid ; 
I fear not death, because the ransom's paid. 

I then was left both blind and poor as well, 
And in the workhouse I was forced to dwell ; 
Yet God was there ; from danger me he kept : 
I felt him there ; he watched me while I slept 

A little time elapsed, then I was sent, 

Far from my home, where childhood's days were spent, 

Something to learn, if only that I could, 

And there I found the Lord to me was good. 

Mid deep distress I proved the Lord my friend, 
And such he will continue to the end ; 
If I remain his servant firm and true, 
Things inconceivable I then shall view. 

Say as thou wilt, O sceptic, vain and proud, 
God was with me, he did remove the cloud 
Which would have hurl'd my soul to dire despair, 
If I to such as thee had lent an ear. 
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Be not so stubborn, lend an ear to me ; 
There is a God! and thou ma/st feel and see 
His might and glory, influence and grace, 
Displayed around : he fills the boundless space. 

There is a God eternal, three in one, — 
The Father, Spirit, and the blessed Son. 
With babbling reason, thou this might dispute : 
Thy reason's vain: go reason with the brute. 

Conceited soul, thy reason I defy. 
Who formed our earth and built the ethereal sky ? 
Does nothing cause the sun and moon to shine ? 
Thy reason's vain, there is a power divine. 

Aspiring soul, of thee I would enquire, 
Who clothes the hills and vales, which men admire, 
With those rich hues which do the scene enhance ? 
I have been told these are mere works of chance. 

If I allow that chance hath all decreed, 
Fray what is chance ? from whence does chance proceed ? 
What is this chance ? what would'st thou have it be ? 
If thou this know'st, then make it known to me. 

Gould nought have formed a universe so grand ? 
no, thy reason's vague, it will not stand; 
A something there must be : what is its name ? 
Come tell me this, and who's the great I Am. 
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He reigns extended, King and Lord of all ; 
From nothing he immediate worlds did call; 
And by his power, he holds them in their place,— 
He guides their motions, swung in empty space. 

Our parents they were holy, just, and good ; 
They both upright before their Maker stood ; 
But since pollution brought them near to hell, 
Yet God in mercy stoop 'd with man to dwell 

Christ is the Lamb, and through his name alone j 

We gain accession to our Maker's throne ; i 

He suffered grief and sorrow here below, ! 

To free us from the pit of endless woe. 

He left his throne and kingdom in the sky, 

To dwell with man, on earth to bleed and die ; 

To give us life, to bring us near to heaven ; 

To him for ever be the glory given. ! 

Paet IV. 

When earth's foundations first were laid, 
When heaven and hell, and all were made, 
When Eden's garden smiled with grace, 
Our parents walked that happy place. 

When God pronounced all things good, 
The sun, the moon, the lake, the flood, 
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The ocean wide, the mountains high. 
The rippling brook, the beauteous sky, 

The flowery vale, the cheering breeze, 
The blossom and the smiling trees, 
The bleating sheep, the cock's shrill voice, 
With all creation did rejoice. 

Twas then our parents walked in light, 
They knew no sin, they were upright, 
For like himself he them had made, 
But ah ! alas ! they disobeyed. 

Ambition, oh! what hast thou done ? 

Truly, thou must be Satan's son; 

Thou strov'st to ruin all our race, 

Thou striv'st to quench the flames of grace. 

Our parents lent an ear to thee, 
And thus brought on our misery ; 
But may I ever thee oppose, 
And strive to keep my Maker's laws. 

When God our parents did create, 
He placed them in a royal state, 
Mid everything their hearts coulcl wish, 
The ox, the lamb, the fowl, the fish. 
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Except on* thing,* nought was withheld 
From them of all which they beheld ; 
The tree of knowledge, good and ill, 
Was there, to stand for ever still. 

Of this they were not to partake, 
This law with them the Lord did make ; 
The which, if broke, the Lord did say — 
• That he would take their lives away. 

Yet, notwithstanding this, they broke, 
Partook, and eat, and caused his wrath : 
This done, they tried to hide their shame, 
But soon their eyes beheld a flame. 

'Twas then, sweet Mercy did prevail ; 
Our parents both, with fear did quail, 
And Justice would have thrown the dart, 
But Mercy stood and took their part 

" stay thy hand," sweet Mercy cried, 
" Destroy them not, let them abide ; 
Oh, spare their lives, and drive them hence, 
And slay them not for this offence." 

The fiery dart was then withheld, 
Justice to Mercy then did yield ; 
Yet God his anger did display, 
By driving both of them away. 
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No more to tread that sacred soil, 
But for their sustenance to toil ; 
And thus we read our parents fell — 
Beneath his wrath, and curs'd as well. 

The Great I am, his angels sent, 
Them with a sword he did present, — 
A flaming sword, the scriptures say,— 
To keep rebellious man away. 

Pabt V. 

While time and tide, shall ebb and flow, 
Mankind shall grief and sorrow know : 
To all eternity the same, 
We all are liable to shame. 

Yet, there is hope, and pardon too, 
While e'er we live ; if we pursue 
The righteous law and will of God, 
We may escape his heavy rod. 

Then sinner lend an ear to me, 
Though I am human like to thee ; 
Receive instruction and be wise, 
Peruse God's book, do not despise. 

The sceptic and the deist do, 

But do not thou their steps pursue ; 
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Their arguments they ore but frail ; 
Their reason will hereafter quail. 

They wish to make my God a fool ; 
But they are in the devil's school ; 
They wish to make my God unkind, 
With him a many faults they find. 

Wherefore, and why should they blaspheme ? 
Creation's work was not a dream ; 
It sprang not of its own accord, 
But by the great Almighty Lord. 

A power divine they can't deny, 
But they confine him to the sky ; 
They won't allow his love to us : 
But they are fools who reason thus. 

A many mysteries there be ; 
Blasphemer, these are hid from thee. 
Oh proud presumptuous sceptic, know, 
That to his servants these hell shew. 

Sceptic, this is the reason why 
Thou revelation dost deny, 
Because it will not thee allow 
To wallow in thy sins below. 
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This is the reason, then, I say : 

Thy folly's proved day by day. 

60 sceptic hence, go deist, go, 

Tour reasoning's frail, and that yon know. 

That God who framed the azure vault, 
Will stand my friend when foes assault ; 
Sceptic thou play'st a foolish part ; 
Jehovah reigns within my heart 

Great is the Lord and righteous too ; 
He reigns above, he reigns below ; 
He reigns in every heart of man 
Who loves, upholds, and owns his plan. 

Dear reader, now I thee address, 
And may the God of mercy bless 
Thy soul with every needful gift : 
To him thy heart and voice now lift, 

And let thy songs be heard on high ; 
With Hallelujahs tune the sky : 
Draw near to God, through Christ his Son, 
And let us shake the Devil's throne. 

It is not man's invention, no ; — 
The fire within my heart doth glow ; 
And what I feel I must declare : 
He that hath ears, now let him hear. 
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Pxbt VI. 

Sceptic, thy tongue may smooth and oily be ; 
Still I uphold the sacred Deity. 
What I have proved I know to be correct ; 
Thou may'st receive my word, thou may'gt reject 

Just suit thyself, but ah, remember this, 
Thou hast to die, and foolishness it is 
Headlong to run to ruin and despair : 
In case there is a future state, beware. 

Without one doubt, I feel convinc'd there is 
A future state of misery and bliss ; 
Then to be wise, prefer a second glance, 
Embrace our creed, and thou wilt stand a chance. 

For it is worth embracing, I am sure ; 
Embrace it, and thy joys will long endure. 
And should it be a mere device of man, — 
But 'tis not so, it is our Maker's plan, — 

Thou then would'st be no worse, but die in peace, 
Without regret, or pain, or black disgrace : 
And should thy death prove it to be correct, 
Then everlasting joy thou may'st expect. 

But if thou still in wickedness proceed, 
Remember this, thy God will mark the deed : 
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Thee I entreat, reluctantly I close, 
Revolt no more against thy Maker's laws. 

As soon as I into existence came, 
My mother prayed, my father did the same, 
That I might be a follower of the Lord ; 
That I might love and vindicate his word. 

In me their earnest prayer is now fulfilled, 
On Jesus Christ my house alone I build ; 
On him alone my confidence is stayed, 
For on him our iniquities were laid. 

Though critics may their powers employ, 
With babbling reason to destroy, 
What I have said receive as true, 
The way is false which they pursue. 

To college I have never been, 
A college I have never seen ; 
Yet still with boldness I declare, 
That scepticism is a snare 

Devised by the king of hell, 
Who from angelic glory fell : 
Tis his device, and his alone ; 
I say, vain reasoner, begone. 

Against such errors this I write : 
Dear reader, pray now use thy sight, 
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And be not led as some men are, 
To wander from thy God so far. 

And thus my poem now I close, 
Uphold, dislike, approve, oppose; 
Such are my thoughts, and shall remain, 
Begardless of Voltaire or Payne. 



Addbess to a Teacher on Leaving School. 

Dear teacher, oh it grieves me sore, 

To think that we must part ; 
But will your soothing voice no more, 

Speak comfort to my heart 

Your labours have not been in vain, 
My mind you first impressed : 

Teacher, I this repeat again, 
Your labours have been blessed. 

I thank my God, that e'er he sent 

A friend so kind and true, 
To teach the ways that Jesus went: 

May I those paths pursue. 

Therefore, I never can forget 

A friend so mild and free ; 
Nor can I ever pay the debt : 

May God reward for me. 
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And should we never meet again, 
To blend our hearts in prayer ; 

May you and I with Jesus reign, 
And breathe heav'ns balmy air. 

May you and I at last appear 
Amid the blood wash'd throng, 

A glittering starry crown to wear, 
And join the heavenly song. 



The Penitent Sinneb. 






The resolutions which I make 

Are all in vain I see ; 
My God assist for Jesu's sake, 

Oh give thy grace to me. 

Vast are the promises my God, 

Unfollowed up by me; I 

Yet, oh be gracious, spare the rod, 

And hear my humble plea. 

Before thy throne, eternal God, J 

Once more I bow my knee ; 
For thou art holy, wise, and good, 

Therefore, I come to thee. 
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Eradicate all evil, Lord, 

That now remains in me ; 
Oh build me up with thy blest word, 

And fix my heart on thee. 

My God, my Maker, Judge, and King, 

I oft have grieved thee ; 
And now I feel the dreadful sting 

Of conscience piercing me. 

The serious vows which I have made 

So often unto thee, 
Before my view now stand arrayed, 

This day accusing me. 

I feel my just reward is hell. 
Hell's liquid flames I see; 

There I henceforth deserve to dwell, 
In endless misery. 

For often has thy spirit strove, 

And whispered unto me ; 
Still I refused to own thy love, 

I would not yield to thee. 

And can there yet be hope, my God, 

For such a wretch as me ; 
May I escape thy vengeful rod, 

My Father speak to me. 
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Oft have I broke thy righteous law, 

And sinned against thee; 
Yet, still, through Christ thy mercy show: 

He is the sinner's plea. 

Thou God, who art the Judge of all, 

Bow down thine ear to me ; 
Thy word says "Jesus died for all," 

Sure then he died for me. 

If not, my lasting doom is fix'd — 

I have no other plea ; 
Shall I to dire destruction yield. 

Or live by faith in thee. 

Smile gracious Jesus, now I pray, 

In mercy pity me; 
Take all my guilt and fear away, 

And set my spirit free. 



The Bbotheb's Pbayeb. 

Behold my blessed sister now, 
In tenderness and love ; 

Prepare and make her meet and fit 
To reign with thee above. 
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She has a many doubts and fears, 
But thou canst them remove ; 

Be unto her all that she needs, 
Bring her to heaven above, 

Illuminate her soul with grace, 
Inspire her breast with love, 

Uphold her whilst within this vale, 
All doubt and fear remove. 

Oh guide her by thy spirit, Lord, 
Shower blessings from above, 

Diffuse thy heavenly light in her, 
May she extol thy love, 

And grant that she and I at last, 
May reach that land of love, 

Where grief and sorrow never come. 
That glorious world above. 



Pbateb fob a Young Pilgrim. 

Father I feel I am but weak, 
Be thou my strength I pray ; 

Peace to my troubled spirit speak, 
Guide me from day to day. 
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My years are few, my nature's frail, 

Deceitful is my heart ; 
These often o'er my will prevail, 

Besisting grace impart. 

Subdue my wandering spirit, Lord, I 



And make me more sincere ; 
In Zion now my name record, 
Me for my change prepare. 

I am but young and full of life, 

Soon to be led astray ; 
Kemove from me my load of grief, 

Instruct me in thy way. 

My God, the paths wherein I tread 
With many thorns are set, 

And oftentimes I feel afraid 
To heaven I ne'er shall get. 

Yet, in thy blessed word I read 
That there is grace for me ; 

Therein thou promisest to feed 
The soul that trusts in thee. 

May I not then partake of this, 
While in this vale of woe, 

And after death enjoy the bliss 
Christ purchased here below. 
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Have I no claim, no title, Lord, 

To ask a boon of thee ; 
May I not share the saints' reward, 

In company with thee. 

Keep thou my lips from speaking guile! 

Tune them to sing thy praise ; 
May I henceforth enjoy thy smile, 

Thou sire of ancient days. 

May I proclaim to all around 

The joyful news of peace, 
Make known thy will, thy truth expound, 

And magnify thy grace. 

Oh guide me in thy holy law, 

Lest I should slip and fall ; 
In me thy power and glory show, 

Thou Judge and King of all. 

With holy zeal my soul inspire. 
And when thou call'st me hence, 

May I in Jesu's arms expire, 
And share the recompense 

Which thou hast promised to give 

To those that in thee trust ; 
My humble breathing now receive, 

Oh hearken to thy dust. 
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Bring me at last to reign with thee 
Amid the realms of light ; 

Where I shall ever happy he, 
And worship in thy sight. 



A Paraphrase on the Lord's Prayer. 

Thou sire of sires, thou Lord supreme, 
Before thy sacred throne we how ; 

Thou God who didst the world redeem, 
Thy glorious name he hallowed now. 

Let glory stream, let light descend, 
Now let us see thy kingdom come ; 

Let thy blest spirit superintend 
On earth, as in the heavenly dome. 

Thy will by all mankind he done, 
As it is done in heaven above ; 

Each soul rejoicing in thy Son, 
And singing thy redeeming love. 

A thankful spirit, Lord, impart, 
For all the blessings we receive ; 

May love and peace unite each heart, 
And like as thou may we forgive. 
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When tempted by our subtle foe, 
Or by our nature, Lord, then let 

Resisting grace our hearts o'erflow, — 
A hedge around thy children set. 

Deliver us, oh Lord, we pray, 

From every evil thought and deed ; 

Through life's bleak storms direct the way, 
Us by thy counsel ever lead. 

For thine, Oh Lord, the kingdom is, 

The power and the glory too ; 
Grant Lord that we may share thy bliss, 

And live with thee as angels do. 

Since thou, Oh Lord, wilt ever be 
The ruler and the Sovereign Lord, 

The praise shall be ascribed to thee, 
By us thy name shall be adored. 

When tide and time shall cease to roll, 

When things eternal are begun, 
Thy praises shall our tongues control, 

Thou great Eternal Three in One. 

Amen, Amen, thy creatures sing, 

Through earth and sky praise shall ascend ; 
Thou art our God, thou art our King, 

Beside thee there none else is found, 
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THE THKEE COMPANIONS. 

Emma. 

Good morning, Jane, and Lucy too, 
I wish to know how you both do ; 
Tis now two years since you I saw, 
Are you still living down below ? 

Jane. 

Thank you, my dear, we both are well, 
Down in the valley still we dwell, 
And glad I'm sure we are to see 
Our lost companion, Emma Lee. 

Luot. 

Good morning, Emma ; I had thought 
That we by you were quite forgot ; 
Yet glad we are to see your face ; 
Pray tell us now your dwelling place. 

Emma, 

Alas, my heart is rather sad, 
The news I now must tell is bad, 
For both my parents now are dead, 
Some months ago their spirits fled. 
And I am left, as now you see, 
With scarce a soul to pity me. 
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Yet, thanks be to the Lord most high, 
I feel his presence ever nigh ; 
On his Almighty arm I trust, 
The helper of the helpless dust ; 
On him for succour I depend : 
He is my only guardian friend. 

It was the great Eternal's will, 

The which we gladly should fulfil ; 

True, hard it was to part with them, 

But they are sav'd thro' Christ the Lamb ; 

Before their maker now they stand, 

In Zion's sweet and happy land. 

And thus you see I am bereft, 

Yet to the rock which once was cleft, 

For refuge there I often go, — 

I feel the healing torrent flow ; 

And ever now I can rejoice, 

Since I have made the Lord my choice. 

Jane. 

Dear Emma, then with joy we meet, 
We all may bow at Jesu's feet, 
For I and Lucy have begun 
To bow our knee before the throne ; 
And there we often sing and pray, 
And drive our doubts and fears away. 
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Lucy, 

Oh Emma, much I grieve to hear 

The sad intelligence you bear ; 

Yet glad I am to hear and see 

That you have learnt to bow your knee. 

With Christ you say your parents dwell ; 

Oh ! what sweet news this is to tell. 

Jane. 

Pray tell us now where you reside, 
If ill or bliss now you betide, 
And are you left without a friend, 
Is there no one who will defend 
An helpless orphan child like you ; 
Surely, there are some hearts beat true. 

Lucy. 

Dear Emma, speak, be not afraid, 
For we together oft have played, 
And shall we not your sorrows share, 
We both are willing them to bear ; 
So tell us freely, tell us all, 
However great, however small. 

Emma. 

That day I left you in the fair 
Began my earthly grief and care ; 
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Nor shall I e'er forget that time, 
Though after all it was sublime ; 
For God you know does all things well, 
He warned my soul of death and hell. 

The way in which his Spirit strove, 
It was with sweet entreating love : 
" Arise," he whispered in mine ear, 
" The God of all the earth is near ; 
Before whose bar thy soul will stand : — 
Arise, obey thy God's command." 

But to my story I will go, 
And tell you all the grief and woe 
Which has befallen me since then, — 
Since you agree to share my pain ; 
And may the God of sovereign love 
Descend and bless you from above. 

The day I left you in the fair, 

I heard my gentle mother's prayer ; 

She cried aloud, she sobb'd and wept, 

As to the closet door I crept ; 

" Great God," she cried, " remember me, 

And hear this once my humble plea." 

It was that God would change my heart, 
That I from evil might depart, 
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That I might walk in wisdom's way, 
And serve my Maker day by day ; 
That I might Mve and end my days 
In publishing my Saviour's praise. 

I listenM to my mother's voice, 
Exclaiming " what a happy choice, 
My pleasures all I would resign, 
If such enjoyment could be mine." 
She overheard, and shouted this, 
" His will be thine, and thine be his. 

Come in, my daughter, bow thy knee, 
And thou shalt his salvation see." 
She gently drew me to her side, 
And said " remember Jesus died ; 
He gave himself that thou might 'st live : 
Ask now, he will his blessing give." 

Alarmed by thoughts of death and hell, 
Then on my knees I quickly fell ; 
Again she raised her voice in prayer, 
" Omniscient God, draw very near : 
Behold, Behold, my daughter now, 
To her thy great salvation shew." 

We^oth then agonized in prayer, 
And sure the Lord himself was there : 
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Sweet was the time, though past and gone ; 
I felt myself lost and undone ; 
But when my Jesus smiled on me, 
I rose and shouted, «« I am free." 

But ere a few short weeks had past, 
My loving father breathed his last ; 
From earth to heaven he took his flight, 
And now he shines arrayed in white : 
My mother soon fell sick and died, 
But God has been my friend and guide. 

They both are gone, but here I stand 
Upheld by God's Almighty hand : 
They both are gone to take their rest, 
To share the glories of the blest, 
And there I hope both you and I, 
Ere long, will join them in the sky. 



The Christian's Song. 

Thou source from whence all blessings flow, 
Behold me with a gracious eye ; 

Bestow thy blessing on me now ; 
My every want do thou supply. 

I cannot, dare not, will not doubt, 

Because thou ne'er wilt cast me out. 
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I sngfet, and soaght and soaght again. 
But all my seekicg was in lain, 
I frond no pleasure stOL 

Still on, and on. in sin I ran. 
Forgetting God, and fearing man ; 

Thus I provoked God ; 
Deeper and deeper still I sank, 
And of the dregs of folly drank. 

And trampled on Christ s blood. 

But God in mercy warn d and spar d, 
Judgment on me was not declared, 

Or hell had heen my hed ; 
At length I listened to his Toice ; 
Then did my aching heart rejoice 

It Christ my living head. 

And *>J his grace and help, I mean 
Through life's Weak storms on him to lean ; 

That when this life shall end,— 
TO*en Gabriel stands on sea and shore, 
And cries that time shall be no more,— 

To him I may ascend. 
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Bestow those blessings on me, Lord, 
Of which I am the most in need ; 

Heaven's choicest gifts to me afford ; 
Both soul and body with them feed. 

I cannot, dare not, will not doubt, 

Because thou ne'er wilt turn me out. 

I ask not sordid wealth, my God, 
I seek not for this world's applause, 

But that my soul may feel the blood 
Which once was spilt upon the cross. 

I cannot, dare not, will not doubt, 

Because thou ne'er wilt turn me out. 

May I, oh Lord, in thee confide, 
And with my lot contented be ; 

Thou canst, thou dost, thou wilt provide, 
Preserve, and bless, and succour me. 

I cannot, dare not, will not doubt, 

Because thou ne'er wilt turn me out. 



True Rest is Found in Christ. 

I sought for pleasure, peace, and rest, 
But still a void was in my breast, 
Earth's pleasures could not fill. 
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I sought, and sought, and sought again, 
But all my seeking was in vain, 
I found no pleasure still. 

Still on, and on, in sin I ran, 
Forgetting God, and fearing man ; 

Thus I provoked God ; 
Deeper and deeper still I sank, 
And of the dregs of folly drank, 

And trampled on Christ's blood. 

But God in mercy warn'd and spar'd, 
Judgment on me was not declared, 

Or hell had been my bed ; 
At length I listened to his voice ; 
Then did my aching heart rejoice 

In Christ, my living head. 

And by his grace and help, I mean 
Through life's bleak storms on him to lean ; 

That when this life shall end, — 
When Gabriel stands on sea and shore, 
And cries that time shall be no more, — 

To him I may ascend. 
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Lines to the Memory of William Heaton, 

Father of the Author, who sweetly fell asleep in Jesus 

on the 18th December, 1844. 

At length, fond father, thou art gone ; 

With thee all earthly cares are o'er; 
Arrayed in white before the throne, 

Thou dost thy Maker's name adore ; 
But we, thy children, here must stay 
Till we are summoned away. 

Though men forsook thee and forgot, 
Yet, still, thy God remembered thee ; 

And we revere the sacred spot 
Where thou in prayer didst bend thy knee ; 

Where thou in songs of grateful praise, 

Thy voice to him didst often raise. 

No more will earth's perplexing care 

Cause thee to sigh, and weep, and mourn ; 

For God has heard thy earnest prayer, 
And he thy soul to rest hath borne : 

Thy prayers are now exchanged for song ; 

Thee we expect to join ere long. 

Dear father, we shall ne'er forget 
The sweet advice which thou hast given ; 

It blossoms in our memories yet, 
Nor can it from our minds be driven. 
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Thy prayers and sighs for us were heard, 
And God is faithful to his word. 

Dear father, we expect, ere long, 
To join thee in that heavenly land ; 

With angels there to swell the song, 
To shine with thee at God's right hand ; 

To shine like stars in glory bright, 

Arrayed in gorgeous robes of white. 

Farewell I then, father, for awhile ; 

But soon we hope to meet again, 
With thee to share the Saviour's smile, 

With God eternally to reign. 
When there we meet, our joys will be 
Lasting to all eternity. 



To MY MOTHEB. 



Oh mother, when I am no more, 
Then think that all my pain is o'er ; 
In heaven I know I soon shall be, 
Where all is peace and unity. 

A life in Zion ! — what is this ? 

No mortal tongue can tell the bliss : 
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In anthems sweet they raise their voice, 
They tune their harps, and thus rejoice. 

And, mother, if this day should he 
The last I in this vale must see, 
With faith's clear eye I now behold 
The pearly gates, the streets of gold, 

Where saints and angels ever sing, 
Ascribing praises to their King, 
Where rapt'rous songs of praise abound ; 
Through heaven's high arches they resound. 



Lines to the Memory of Janb Heaton, 

Mother of the Author, who Departed this Life 

March Srd, 1835. 

Dear mother, thou hast taken 
Thy flight to heaven above ; 

But I am not forsaken, 
For Jesus still is love. 

Thou lefVst me when an infant, — 

But in the Saviour's care : 
His grace is all-sufficient ; 

He heard thy gentle prayer, 
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Which thou breathed up to heaven 
Before thou took'st thy flight ; 

To thee his peace was given, 
Thy prayer was breathed aright. 

Thy God he hath protected 

The child which here thou left ; 

Thy prayer was not rejected, 
Thy son he has not left. 

Through infancy and childhood 
Jehovah stood my friend ; 

His promise still remains good, 
He'll keep me to the end. 

Then rest, dear gentle mother, 

I put my trust in God ; 
Christ is my elder brother, 

For me he spilt his blood. 

Though we awhile be parted, 

In glory we shall meet ; 
For Zion I have started ; 

The journey it is sweet. 

Then rest, dear gentle mother, rest, 
My warfare soon will cease ; 

And I shall rise to join the blest, 
In that sweet world of peace. 
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A Voice fbom Heaven. 

The King of Kings a warrant seal'd, 
And sent it forth by Death : 

And gave him charge to serve the same 
Upon my feeble breath. 

Death came in haste and seized me, 

While I in trouble lay ; 
And with his dart he pierced my heart, 

And took my life away. 

Angels immediately came down, 

All glorious, from on high, 
To take my spirit safely home, 

To reign above the sky. 

Sweet pleasures, all the way I went 

I found did multiply 
From angel tongues, who sounded loud, 

Salvation now is nigh. 

The heavenly gates stand open wide, 

And Jesus in the space ; 
Who welcomes me unto his side, 

And joys to see my face. 

O now, my soul with angels sits, 
Amongst this heavenly choir; 



My walk and talk with Jesus is, 
Who was my souls desire. 

When I a tenant was in clay, 

How weary was I there ? 
My sweet with bitter drops was mix'd, 

My life was grief and care. 

But former things are done away, 

My work is now to sing ; 
Ten thousand praises are his due 

Who is my Lord and King. 

And now, my friends who bore me home 

Unto the dusty bed, — 
The place where you have heard me say, 

I long to lay my head, — 

Sing praises, sing, my loving Mends, 

Sing praises all the way ; 
It was my wish that you should sing 

Upon my burial day. 

Sing from my chamber to my grave, 
My friends who round me be ; 

This work I oft have thought upon, 
When I your face did see. 
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My work is wholly done with you, 

This is your last of me ; 
And as you sing, so think ere long 

That you shall carried be. 

Farewell ! my kindest friends most dear, 

I leave you all behind, 
And hope that in my blessed Lord 

You all a friend may find. 

Farewell I my fellow saints below ; 

Do good the time you live ; 
For Death ere long will summons you, 

And give you no reprieve. 

That day is hastening on with speed 

When Christ will come again, 
To raise the bodies of his saints, 

That they with him may reign. 

My flesh in dust shall rest in hope, 

Till that great look'd for day; 
Then all the sorrows of his saints 

Hell banish quite away. 

Ann Gbeen. 
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ACBOSTIC. 

H eaven's choicest blessings rest on thee 

A lways, and wheresoe'er thou be ; 

N ow, though thy fate I may not share, 

N ow, even now, in earnest prayer, 

A gain I pray my God that he 

H enceforth would guide and comfort thee. 

C ould I but banish all thy fear, 
r make thy future prospects clear ; 
G h ! but I cannot, then I say, 
E eep marching in the good old way . 



Acrostic. 

L ook unto him who died for thee, 
U pon the cross of Calvary ; 
C ry unto him in faith and prayer : 
Y onder he reigns in regions fair. 

S ister he waits thy soul to save ; 
W ilt thou his peace and pardon have ? 
A rise in faith, implore his grace ; 
L ook, and behold his smiling face, 
L ook, and behold his bleeding side ; 
G n him depend, in him confide : 
W eep not, for t'was for thee he died. 
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Acrostic. 



J esus, the Saviour, died for me, 
A nd on his help my soul relies ; 
M illions have proved his grace to be 
E nough, when clouds of woe arise : 
S inner, awake ! thy Saviour cries. 

W orlds, winds, and waves has word obey, 
A nd devils too he puts to flight ; 
L isten, earth, now own his sway ; 
K ingdoms have crumbled at the sight. 
E nlarge no more thy cup of crime; 
R epent, O sinner, now's the time. 



Acrostic. 

W eep not, though dangers spread the way r 

I f faithful thou shalt win the day : 

L abour on still, thy God commands ; 

L ook up, and lo ! the Saviour stands 

I n readiness to give thee aid, 

A nd guide thee through earth's dreary shade : 

M ountains now at thy feet are laid. 
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H ast thou a many conflicts here ? 
E nough, it is thy God is near ; 
A rise in faith and stem the flood, 
T rust in the mighty arm of God ; 
then his goodness thou shalt see ; 
N ever shalt thou forsaken be. 



Lines in Memory of Martha Hipkiss, 

Wife of Thomas Hipkiss, who Departed this Life 

Nov. 8th, 1855, in the 23rd year of her age, and 

was Interred at St. Mary's Churchy Nov. 11th. 

Weep not, dear husband, children, friends, 

And ye whose love to me extends ; 

I am not dead but sleeping now ; 

But when the trumpet's blast shall blow, 

I then shall rise to joys on high : 

Prepare to meet me in the sky. 

Sweet lovely flower, thy pangs are o'er, — 
Thy soul has fled to Canaan's shore ; 
There constant joy, and endless bliss, 
And perfect peace, and holiness 
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Is shared by thee, in that bright world ! 
Thou durst thy Saviour's face behold : — 
Thou dost in heaven's bright glory shine ; 
Thy joys are lasting and divine. 

Thy death to all doth loudly cry, 
Prepare to sicken, droop, and die : 
Be wise, ye young ; prepare, ye old ; 
The tale of life will soon be told ! 

Thy body lies beneath the sod, 
Thy spirit has returned to God ; 
This should to all a warning be 
Who once again would meet with thee. 

Weep not, fond mother, but prepare 
To meet thy child, those joys to share 
God has laid up for us on high ; 
Henceforth, unto thy Saviour fly. 

Weep not, fond father, but begin 
In earnest to forsake thy sin. 
If thou would'st meet thy child, I say, 
Cease not henceforth to watch and pray. 

Weep not, fond husband, for the bride, 
But let the Lord thy footsteps guide : 
God called her from this world of night, 
To shine amidst the realms of light 



69 

Weep not, ye friends, for this fair flower, 
But seek God's love, and own his power ; 
You then shall all in glory meet, 
And all your joys will be complete. 

Give God your undivided heart, — 
For Zion's kingdom make a start, — 
And let God's word your ways control, 
And let his grace light up each soul. 

This lovely flower, dear friends,, ye see, 
Has paid the debt, and so must we. 
She cast a sweet fragrance around, 
But now she slumbers in the ground. 

Like this, our dear young sister, we, 
In haste, to judgment called may be : 
Let us begin, without delay, 
To travel in the good old way. 

Arise ! thou sluggard ! rise and read, 
From out thine heart pluck out the weed ; 
Now from these lines a lesson learn, 
Forsake thy sins, to God return. 
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Lines in Memory of Samuel Bbouohton, 

Who was accidentally kitted by the boiler explosion at 

Tower Mitts, August llth, aged 39 years. Interred 

at St. John's Church, Sheffield, August 16, 1855. 

The storms of life with thee are past, 
Thy journey's at an end; 
The joys thou sharest will ever last, 
Thy songs will never end. 

Thy death, dear brother, we are left to mourn ; 
Thy wife and children they appear forlorn ; 
Yet, still, that God who did thy soul impress 
With holy thought, can succour them and bless. 

Tis true, thy soul in haste was called away, 
We trust to shine amidst the blaze of day : 
Can man presume to say thy soul is lost, 
When he remembers the great price it cost ? 

The precious blood of God's beloved Son ! 
Can man, then, say that thou art still undone ! 
For God observes the heart and thought within : 
He had the power to cleanse thy soul from sin. 

Thy soul oft burned, by faith it viewed the land 
Where all the blood-washed throng in glory stand ; 
May we not say that thou art to them gone, 
Since God for thee hath given Christ his Son? 
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Still, in my breast this joyous thought is left, • 
That thou, in death, of Christ was not bereft : 
E'en whilst I muse, methinks I hear thy voice 
Ke-echo back the words, " With me rejoice ! 

Tell my dear wife and children in the vale 
That all is well ; Christ's blood it did avail ; 
When in the streams, the Saviour stood by me, 
And now I'm with him blest, from sin set free. 

In lines poetic spread the news around, 
That I in death my Maker's pardon found : 
This tell my wife, and those who troubled be, 
That all is well, — they need not weep for me ; 

That now I rest, and if they wish to be 

For ever blest, and me desire to" see, 

To build on Christ, the life, the truth, the way ; 

To keep their lamps well trimmed, to watch and pray. 

But now, adieu ! for I must join the song 

Of Christ the Lamb, with all the blood- washed throng ! 

I rest in peace ; with seraphs now I swell 

The anthem and the chorus, ' all is well !' " 

Farewell ! dear friend ! I, by the grace of God, 
Will try to prove the virtue of the blood : 
I oft enjoyed thy company below, 
With thee I long those heavenly joys to know. 
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Farewell ! dear friend ! and if I be but spared, 
These thoughts of thee by me shall be declared. 
Let those revile — let those rebuke — who may, 
Methinks the Saviour washed thy sins away. 

Be cheered, dear sister, now henceforth rejoice 
In hope, as yet, and let the " still small voice " 
Still whisper comfort to thy bleeding heart, 
That you, ere long, may meet no more to part. 



SIGN THE PLEDGE! 



Sign the pledge ! sign the pledge ! and no longer delay ! 
Arise now, for drunkenness has long held the sway ; 
Oh ye sons of Britannia, our standard maintain, 
Exert all your efforts, they wont be in vain. 
Jehovah will crown them with abundant success ; 
Oh rescue the millions from drunken distress. 
Arise ! now, arise ! and your freedom maintain, 
And touch not the poison that maddens the brain. 

Chorus. 
Sign the pledge ! sign the pledge ! and our standard 

maintain, 
And put down the poison that maddens the brain. 
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Sign the pledge I sign the pledge ! if you wish to be 

wise, 
And extol the sweet beverage that streams from the 

skies: 
Tis pure, 'tis pleasant, 'tis wholesome and good, — 
It streams from the mountain, through the valley and 

wood; 
Then why sip the beverage that poisons the health, 
That makes wives into widows, and robs you of wealth ? 
From all such like beverages for ever abstain, 
And touch not the poison that maddens the brain. 

Chorus. 

Sign the pledge ! sign the pledge ! if you feel for the 

poor : 
Behold the poor wretch that oft begs at your door ; 
She once was a lily as fair as the day, 
But drunkenness has taken her beauty away : 
The eye is now sunken, the cheek is grown pale, 
This has arisen from liquors and ale. 
Then flock to our standard, her rights to maintain, 
By spurning the poison that maddens the brain. 

Chorus. 

Sign the pledge ! sign the pledge ! for my reasons are 

strong, 
And this I will show now I'm ending my song, 
Where bliss, peace, and plenty once graced the neat cot* 
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You may see as you pass there the poor ragged sot ; 
And there stands his wife, once the pride of his soul, 
Entreating her husband to abstain from the bowl, 
Then cries little Alice, and Lucy, and Jane, 
" Oh ! abstain from the poison that maddens the brain ! " 

Chorus. 



Lines in Memobt of Samuel Broughton, 

Who Died June 8th, aged 15 years and 6 months, and 
was Interred at the Cemetery, Oainsbro\ June 10th, 1856. 

Departed saint, what shall I say 
To those now left ? Draw near, I pray ; 
Now whisper gently in mine ear, 
Then I will to the world declare 
What thou dost speak : and shall I tell 
That " Jesus has done all things well? " 

In early youth/ the Lord thy God 
Made thee acquainted with the blood 
That cleanses from all guilt and sin. 
And brings heaven's light and glory in : 
That makes the sufferer's song to swell 
With " Jesus Christ does all things well." 

God blest thee with enduring grace, 
Gave thee a prospect of a place 
At his right hand, in realms of light : 
This scene was daily in thy sight. 
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Tho' Buffering, yet thy song did swell, 
With " Jesus Christ does all things well" 

Oft, when thy mother was opprest, 
When sighs and anguish fill'd her breast, 
When weeping o'er thy wasting frame, 
Thou feebly gasped thy Saviour's name : 
When thus she mourned, thou her would tell, 
That " Jesus would do all things well." 

Oft was thou feebly heard to say, 
" mother, wipe those tears away : 
Why thus lament and mourn my loss ? 
With patient faith I bear the cross : 
With saints the song I soon shall swell, 
That " Jesus has done all things well." 

Then would she say, " What shall I do 
When thou art gone to glory too ? 
Who then will cheer and comfort me, 
When 1 am thus bereft of thee ? " 
Then thou would strive her fears to quell, 
Repeating " Christ does all things well." 

In words. like these thou oft would say, 

4< The Lord thy God will clear the way ; 

He will supply thee with his grace, 

If thou his promises embrace." 

Daily thou strove her fears to quell ; 

Thy theme was " Christ does all thing well." 
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But now, before heaven's dazzling throne 
Blest angels have thy spirit borne : 
There thou receives the saint's reward, 
And shares the smile of Christ, thy Lord 
With saints the song thou now doth swell. 
That " Jesus has done all things well." 

And soon we hope to join with thee, 
And share the saint's felicity, 
Where sin and sorrow are no more, 
With thee, our Maker to adore ; 
And evermore the chorus swell, 
That "Jesus has done all things well." 



Lines in Memobt op John, Son of Joel and Ann Howe, 

Who Died 19th December, 1855, aged 10 years, and was 
Interred at Crookes Church, December %&th. 

Thy sufferings were severe and great, 

But now thy pains are ended : 

Thy soul now shines enthroned in state ; 

By Christ thou were befriended. 

In glory now thy soul appears ; 

Hushed are thy sighs, dried are thy tears. 



16pna. 



HYMN 1. l. m. 

Our God is good, our God is great, 
And heaven and earth he did create. 
God, our Father and our friend, 
Be thou our guide unto the end. 

Glory to thee, Almighty Lord ; 
Teach us to understand thy word ; 
In all our troubles, Lord, be nigh, 
O thou to whom for help we cry. 

When Christ our Saviour doth appear, 
May we all meet him without fear ; — 
Eejoice to see our Saviour come, — 
And reach at last our heavenly home. 

To thee, Oh Lord, we sing, and pray 
That we may tread the narrow way ; 
Be thou our guardian and our friend, 
Be with us to our journey's end. 
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HYMN 2. cum. 

Father of Mercy, look on me, 
And fill me with thy love ; 
And all my sins do thou forgive, 
And fit me for above. 

Though I a wicked sinner am, 
And am not fit for thee, 
Yet, Lord, on me compassion have, 
And love and cherish me. 

For of myself I can do nought ; — 
Thou knowest it, my God : 
Then look on me in mercy, Lord, 
And teach me what is good. 

Though I am blind in nature, Lord, 
Yet grant me inward sight ; 
Be thou my guardian through the day, 
And guide my steps aright. 

HYMN 3. s. m. 

Destruction is their fate 
Who will not serve the Lord : 
But he will give a crown to them 
Who love his holy word. 

Despise not him who died 
And shed his blood for all : 
He suffered death for all mankind, 
Now let us on him call. 
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Come let us love, and fear, 
And praise his holy name ; 
Lest he should cast us into hell, 
And wrap us in a flame. 

Hell was not made for us, 

But heaven, above the sky ; 

There we may reign with Christ our King, 

In happiness on high. 



HYMN 4. 10's. 

Eternal Saviour, King, Creator, Friend, 
Thy matchless love to me, thy dust, extend ; 
O hearken to thy servant's humble cries ; 
Draw near, my God, and wipe my weeping eyes. 

Thanks to thy name, Eternal God, most high, 
Because thou ne er designed'st me to die ; 
Eternal glory is laid up for me, 
Then help me, O my God, to come to thee. 

Thou art my judge, but withhold thy rod ; 
Thy mercy show to me, Almighty God : 
Tis true that I have sinned against thee, 
But Christ thy Son has died on Calvary. 

Through him I come, — his merits now I plead 
Who died and rose, and lives to intercede 
At thy right hand for sinners, yea, for me ; 
Speak pardon, Lord, and set my spirit free. 
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HYMN 5. l. m. 

Evening Hymn. 

Lord keep me safe, this night, from harm, 
While here I lay me down to rest : 
Let no ill dream disturb m y mind* 
Nor evil thoughts alarm my breast: 

But let my sleep be sweet and sound, 
Nor let it be disturbed at all. 
O Lord Almighty, hear my prayer. 
For 'tis in earnestness I call. 

Protect me, then, while here I lie, 
And keep me from all danger, Lord ; 
Behold me from thy throne above, 
And thy salvation now afford : 

And let me rest in peace this night, 
From danger, trouble, and from ill ; 
And, Lord, if I should sleep in death, 
. Preserve and keep my spirit still. 

HYMN 6. 7's. 

Christ my King was crucified ; 
Christ for me and all men died ; 
Christ was nail'd upon the tree ; 
Christ it was who died for me. 

Can I then forget the God 
Who for me has shed his blood ? 
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No, I cannot do this thing, 
But the more his praises sing. 

Christ Immanuel was slain ; 
Christ it was who suffered pain ; — 
Suffer'd for a fallen race, 
To prepare a throne of grace. 

Christ did lay his glory hy, — 
Left his throne above the sky : 
He, to bring us back to God, 
Bought us with his precious blood. 

HYMN 7. o. m. 

Prepare for me a mansion, Lord, 
A mansion in the skies ; 
That when to judgment, I awake, 
I may to glory rise. 

For in thy kingdom there is room 
For me and millions more : 
Thou, Lord, enable me to sow, 
That I may plenty store. 

Help me, Lord, to spread thy truth 
And gospel all around ; 
That after haying this declared, 
May I be ready found. 

That at the last, when thou shalt come 

To be the judge of all ; 

I may rejoice to see thy face, 

And love to hear thee call. 
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HYMN 8. c. m. 

Almighty Saviour look on me 
From thine eternal throne ; 
Behold me with a pitying eye, 
And let thy love he shewn. 

Lord let me not deny thy name, 
As Peter did of old ; 
Though firm in faith, as Peter was, 
From that he could not hold. 

O Lord he thou my guard and guide 
Through this dark wilderness ; 
O lead and keep me in the way, — 
The way of holiness. 

O God of Abraham hear my prayer, 
And grant me this request, 
That I at last, when thou shall come, 
Be numbered with the blest. 



HYMN 9. 8-7's. 

Blessed Lord, who caused the scriptures 
For thy people to be wrote, 
Who for our instruction gave them, 
That salvation might be taught, 

For this blessing we will praise thee, 
And proclaim thy truth abroad ; 
To the near and distant nations 
Speak the boundless love of God, 
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Grant that we may hear and read them,- 
With a faithful heart believe : 
May we in our minds digest them, 
And the gospel truths receive. 

That by the comfort of thy word, 
And patience which it teaches, 
We may henceforth walk in thy way, 
Obedient loving creatures. 



HYMN 10. 10's. 

Almighty God, thy presence I implore ; 
Enter my heart and never leave it more. 
Whilst passing thro' this vale, control my will, 
And bring me safe at last to Zion's hill. 

The course is rough that leads to Zion's land, 
But thou canst aid me ; Lord, stretch out thy hand ; 
Strengthen me now, increase my faith, I pray, 
Instruct thy servant in the heavenly way. 

Though here afflicted, here bereft of sight, 

Be thou unto my feet a lamp and light ; 

Direct my feet, o'er every step preside, 

Be thou my constant friend, my shield, and guide. 

The world with her ten thousand charms I shun, 
Resolv'd I am the heavenly course to run ; 
Protect me, then, as thro' life's maze I stray, 
Make smooth my path and drive all fear away. 
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HYMN 11. l. m. 

Eternal Ruler, Soverign Lord, 
Thine aid and succour now afford ; 
Behold thy servant in distress; 
Bow down thine ear, my God, and bless. 

All things within this vale are thine ; 
Beveal thy matchless love divine : 
All hearts are in thy hand, Lord, 
Then now fulfil thy blessed word. 

Though friends forsake, and parents die, 
Thou, God, hast promised to be nigh ; 
On thee, my God, I now depend, — 
Thou art the best, the surest friend. 

Thou know'st my wants — thou canst supply ; 
Support and feed me, lest I die ; 
But, Lord, if death is now to come, 
Receive my weary spirit home. 

HYMN 12. l. m. 

Great God with guilty dread I come, 
Since hell is my deserved doom ; 
For in the law no friend I find, — 
To lasting woe I'm there consign'd. 

I have transgress 'd, and I must die 
If thou with justice but comply ; 
No merit, Lord, have I to bring, 
To take away death's awful sting - y 
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My sins are as the mountains high, — 
A scarlet, nay a crimson dye ; 
Numberless, Lord, to me they are, 
And canst thou such a sinner spare ? 

Is there a hope for me, my God ? 
May I escape thy awful rod ? 
May I yet hope to reign with thee ? 
May I thy great salvation see ? 

Yes, there's a hope; thro* Christ alone 

I must approach the heavenly throne ; 
Therefore, thro' him I come to thee, 
Look down, God, and pardon me. 

Do I not read in thy blest book, 

II Look unto me all nations, look, 
And I will help you in distress ;" 
Is it not there ? yes, Father, yes. 

Then look on me, and lend an ear, 
Or I shall sink in dire despair ; 
Stretch out thine arm and give me aid, 
For Jesus hath atonement made. 



HYMN 13. l. m. 

Infinite God, Eternal King, 
Thy praises I will ever sing ; 
The depths of thy redeeming grace 
Will I make known to Adam's race. 
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Infinite Saviour of the world, 
Why didst thou sinful man behold ? 
What was the cause, my God, and why 
Didst thou forsake thy throne and die ? 

Thou source of life ! did fear of man 
Cause thee to form salvation's plan ? 
Wast thou afraid that he would rise 
And seize thy kingdom in the skies ? 

O no ! my Lord, the cause was love ; 
Compassion made thy bowels move : 
Love, love, constraint thee thus to die 
For guilty sinners, such as L 



HYMN 14. d-8's. 

Fain I would join the hosts above, 
Amid the glorious realms of day; 

Like them, heaven's bliss I wish to prove, 
Yet here a season I must stay ; 

But soon in glory I shall be. 

With Christ to reign, his face to see. 

A little longer I must fight, 

A little longer I must run, 
Ere I can view the realms of light, 

Or hear my Father say •• well done ; " 
Then hallelujahs I will sing, 
And ever praise my God and King. 

A few more storms I have to face, 
A few more foes I have to meet, 
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Yet, by God's help, and by his grace, 

In heaven I mean to have a seat. 
Ere long the messenger will come 
And waft my longing spirit home. 



HYMN 15. l. m. 

My God, I feel I am undone, 
But dost thou not regard thy Son ? 
Canst thou behold his wounds and say 
To me " Vile wretch, away I away ? M 

Thou canst not now refuse, my God, 
To own the virtue of his blood, 
For in thy word thou dost declare 
A free and full salvation there. 

No other hope, no other plea, 
No other way at all I see ; 
Unless by faith thro* Christ I come 
Eternal woe will be my doom* 

By faith, through his atoning blood, 
I now draw nigh to thee, my God, 
Relying on thy holy word ; 
Receive and bless me, gracious Lord. 



HYMN 16. 8's & 6s. 

Eternal Saviour, heavenly guide, 
O'er all my thoughts do thou preside, 
And make me truly thine : 
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I wish to be thy servant, Lord, 
Support me by thy gracious word ; 
Subdue this heart of mine. 

Remove from me each doubt and fear, 
And make my heavenly prospect clear, 

Eternal God, I pray : 
I need thy help, impart thy grace, 
That I may run the Christian's race, 

And win the well-fought day. 

Then, when the glorious work is done, 
The glory I will give thy son, 

In lasting hymns above ; 
Then I with saints my voice will raise, 
In loftier strains, in sweeter lays, 

To sing thy boundless love. 



HYMN 17. 10's. 

Father of Lights, in mercy now appear, 
Disperse the mist, and make the sky more clear ; 
The storm is rough, the vivid lightnings flash, 
The thunders roll, the waves my vessel dash, 

The winds are high, the raging billows foam, 
This my frail bark is driven in the storm, — 
First in the air, then by the waves o'erspread ; 
Draw near my God, and guard my 'fenceless head. 

Almost a wreck, yet I need not be lost ; 
Remember now the price that I once cost : 
Behold the Lamb ! behold thy Son ! my God, 
He suffer'd here, he spilt his precious blood. 
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All this he did on the accursed tree ; 
For whom, my God ? I feel it was for me. 
Then raise my soul, my fainting spirit cheer, 
And drive away all darkness, doubt, and fear. 



HYMN 18. c. m. 

My Father, now behold thy Son, 

In mercy now draw nigh : 
Thy will in me this day be done, 

On thee I now rely. 

In thee alone, my God, I trust, 

Thou art the surest friend ; 
All men, like me, they are but dust, 

Their days will have an end ; 

But thou art everlasting, Lord, 

Thy being ne'er will end ; 
Thus, Lord, we read in thy blest word : 

All men on thee depend. 

Since thou art high above the rest, 

The King and Lord of all, 
Now at thy hand may I be blest; 

Be thou my all in all. 

HYMN 19. p. if. 

Jesus, on thee I call, 

O hearken to my voice ; 
Since thou has died for all, 

Now make me to rejoice, 
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Be thou my friend, my staff, and shield, 
When I in death my spirit yield. 

E'en in this vale of woe, 

Stand by and shelter me ; 
Subdue my every foe, 
My King and Captain be ; 
For if thou aid me on the way, 
Then I am sure to win the day. 

Direct and rule me, Lord, 

According to thy will ; 
Instruct me in thy word, 
My evil passions still ; 
Cleanse thou my heart from every sin ; 
My God, my Saviour, enter in. 



HYMN 20. 7's. 

Christian servants of the Lord, 
Preach to sinners Jesu's word ; 
Now you may extol his name, 
Bid adieu to pride and shame* 

Has he suffer T d on the tree ? 
Has he bled and died for thee ? 
Has he bought thee with his blood ? 
Art thou now a child of God ? 

Has he made thy heart anew ? 
Give to him the honour due ; 
Has he made thy title clear 
To yon bright and starry sphere? 



91 

Then, arise, maintain his cause, 
Bid defiance to his foes ; 
Spread abroad his truth and fame, 
Bless and praise his holy name. 

HYMN 21. 8-7-4's. 

Source and spring of every blessing, 
Thou who suffer'd on the tree, 

Let me feel thy sweet carressing ; 
Gracious God now visit me. 

Blessed Jesus, 
Thou who paid'st the price for me, 

Thou who art the Rock of Ages, 
Thou who giv'st eternal life, 

Guide me through all life's rough stages, 
Take away all pride and strife ; 

Thou who deigned'st 
Here to spend a suffering life. 

Now behold me, O my Saviour, 

Lend a willing ear to me ; 
Now receive me in thy favour. 

Set my burthen'd spirit free ; 
Then I'll parise thee, 

Yes, to all eternity, 

HYMN 22. 10's. 

Now, gracious Lord, while e'er I take repose, 
Let rest my body soothe, my eyelids close ; 
Let me this night in tranquil peace retire ; 
Keep me from harm : this, Lord, is my desire. 
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Be with me, Lord, and let me dream of thee, 
Of heavenly joys and sweet felicity ; 
Let no vain thought intrude my rest, this night ; 
This I implore, Eternal God of might. 

But if stern death this night should call me hence, 
Give unto me the Christian's recompense, 
Which they thro* Christ are bid to ask of thee : 
If called this night give this reward to me. 

But if by thee I am allow'd to rise, 
May I present my grateful sacrifice ; 
Ascribing praise and glory all to thee, 
For all thy loving tenderness to me. 



HYMN 23. 6 Ts. 

Refuge of the souls distressed. 
Where the weary pilgrim's rest, 
Now in mercy condescend 
A poor sinner to befriend ; 
I it is who call on thee, 
Gracious God deliver me. 

Lo, the evil one is nigh, 
Come thou ruler of the sky ; 
Tho' of sinners I am chief, 
Hasten thou to my relief; 
For thy son he bled for me, 
And he bids me call on thee. 

Now remove the cloud of woe, 
Let me thy salvation know, 
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Let me see thine arm made bare, 
Now destroy the tempter's snare ; 
I am on destruction's brink, 
Save me, Lord, or I shall sink. 

HYMN 24. l. m. 

Jesus, Redeemer, Saviour, Friend, 
Thy matchless love to me extend ; 
O hear my voice whene'er I cry ; 
With my request do thou comply. 

Forgive me all my sins, I pray; 
Instruct me in the heavenly way ; 
Eemove from me all doubts and fears; 
Eemember all my sighs and tears. 

This mountain, Lord, of unbelief 
Far hence remove, and send relief ; 
The mourn now hush, the sigh suppress ; 
Be ever near my soul to bless ; 

And let my prayer ascend on high ; 
Jehovah, thou who rul'st the sky, 
Comply with my request, I pray, 
And guide my footsteps in thy way. 

HYMN 25. c. m. 

Whilst of thy body now I eat, 
And drink thy precious blood, 

May I be humble at thy feet, 
My Saviour and my God. 
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May I by faith behold the Lamb 

Who suffered on the tree, 
And evermore extol the name 

Of Christ,, the sinner's plea. 

Now feed my soul with heavenly bread, 

The cleansing blood apply ; 
He suifer'd in my room and stead, 

And now he pleads on high ; 

He pleads his death and precious blood, 

Which was for sinners spilt ; 
Thro* him receive me, O my God, 

And cleanse me from my guilt. 

HYMN 26. 10's. 

God of the ancients, thee I now address, 
Keceive my morning thanks ; thy servant bless ; 
Let grace divine illuminate my soul, 
And let thy spirit all my ways control. 

God of the prophets, hear my feeble voice, 
Accept of me, and make me to rejoice ; 
Be thou my God, all other gods destroy, 
And let my mind in thee find full employ. 

God of the nations, ruler of us all, 
Preserve my steps this day, lest I should fall ; 
And, Lord, in all I think, or do, or say, 
In me the beauties of thy grace display. 

God of eternity,— the first, the last, — 
Preserve me from life's chilling howling blast; 
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Whilst passing through this vale be thou my friend, 
And when death comes may I to thee ascend. 



HYMN 27. c. m. 

Mysterious are thy ways, O God ; 

Unchangeable thou art; 
Holy, and high, and just, and good, 

Thou searchest every heart. 

May we in every station, Lord, 

Give up ourselves to thee ; 
To us thy constant aid afford, 

Our guide and Saviour be. 

Here in this wilderness of woe, 

Here in this vale of tears, 
Let grace abound, let blessings flow, 

And drown our doubts and fears. 

Almighty, wise, and gracious God, 

Thy blessing we implore ; 
Wash thou our souls in Jesu's blood ; 

Make us to sin no more. 



HYMN 28. 6-7's. 

King supreme, and Lord of all, 
Hound this wide terrestrial ball, 
Thou who rul'st the earth and sky, 
Thou who dost our wants supply, 
Thou who send'st the light and rain, 
Manifest thyself again. 
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Now we are assembled, Lord, 
For to hear and read thy word, 
And thy presence we implore, 
Whilst thy name we now adore ; 
Whilst assembled in this place, 
Lord reveal thy saving grace. 

Let us see thy work revive, 

Let us with affection strive ; . 

In our thoughts, and words, and ways. 

Let us serve thee all our days : 

Fill our souls with heavenly love ; 

Make us fit to reign above. 

HYMN 39. o. m. 

When I behold the bleeding Lamb, 

Suspended on the tree, 
How charming then, how sweet his name, 

How comforting to me. 

Streams from his hands, his sacred feet, 

In purple torrents run ; 
In him the price is made complete, 

The work he cries is done. 

Behold him all ye nations, all, 

Behold him now and live ; 
Draw nigh to him both great and small, 

The Lord will you receive. 

Behold the fountain in his side, 

Behold the bruised head ; 
Draw near and plunge beneath the tide, 

Since he for you hath bled. 
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HYMN 30. c. *. 

There is a world that's free from care, 

A land of endless rest, 
Where men alike with angels fare ; 

A happy land, — how blest ! 

There is a crown, nor will it fade, 

In that bright world above, 
To deck each weary pilgrim's head, 

When they from earth remove. 

There is a mansion, yes for me, 

In that sweet world of light : 
There I my Saviour's face shall see, 

And be array 'd with white. 

There saints and angels all unite, 

His praises they repeat, 
Him they adore,— day without night, 

And worship at his feet 



HYMN 31. l. m. 

Quench not the spirit ; now begin 
To seek the Lord, to cease from sin, 
To serve the God who form'd us all ; 
Gome now and at his footstool fall. 

How knowest thou that thou wilt live 
Another day ? thy heart now give 
To him who bought thee with his blood; 
Sinner draw near, obey thy God. 
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But if thou should'st for many years 
Exist within this vale of tears, 
Stern death must come, and thou must yield ; 
Then, sinner, make the Lord thy shield. 

Tlie longest thou on earth canst live, 
It is but short ; thine heart now give 
To him who bled and died for thee ; 
O hasten ere too late thou be. 



HYMN 32. 7's. 

Vile and sinful, lo ! I come, 

Father may I see thy face ? 
Hast thou seal'd my lasting doom ? 

Hast thou ceas'd imparting grace ? 

Am I now consign'd to dwell 

In that deep abyss of woe ? 
Is my bed now made in hell ? 

Is it ? Jesus answers u no." 

" Come poor sinner," he doth cry, 
" Come, I will thy shelter be ; 

I have suffer'd— draw thou nigh, 
I have bled and died for thee. 

Banish all thy doubts and fears ; 

Lo the fountain in my side ; 
I will dry up all thy tears 

If thou wilt in me abide." 
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HYMN 83. c. m. 

On this delightful sabbath morn 

Do thou thy servants bless ; 
This day with grace thy church adorn, 

Thou God whom we address. 

Stand by thy ministers this day, 

Support them by thy word ; 
On thee our wandering spirits stay, 

Eternal Sovereign Lord. 

Give unto each a prospect clear 

To joys that never end ; 
May we now feel thy presence here, 

On thee we now depend. 

Instruct us in thy ways, God ; 

Create our hearts anew ; 
The lamb who for us shed his blood, 

May we this morning view. 



HYMN 34. 10's. 

Ye servants of the living God, arise ! 
With holy zeal your enemies surprise ; 
Lift up the standard of your Master's cross, 
Henceforward count all earthly gain as loss. 

Heed not the world, nor what the sceptics say, 
But struggle hard, and you shall win the day, 
For God will aid you in this glorious war ; 
By faith behold the triumph from afar. 
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With steady zeal advance, and grow in grace, 
And thus secure in yon bright world a place - r 
That when your work is finish'd here below. 
You unto Jesus right away may go. 

Arise, arise, no longer now delay, 
For time with you is rolling fast away ; 
Secure a crown in Zion's happy land, — 
Secure a lasting seat at God's right hand. 

HYMN 35. p. m. 

Zion is a happy place, 

Holy and free ; 
Thitherward I set my face, 

Help thou me ; 
Give me grace to wrestle on, 
Then when I the day have won, 
I the praise will give thy Son. 

Lord strengthen me. 

Many foes I have to face 

In this dark vale ; 
But if thou impart thy grace 

I shall prevail ; 
If in me thy glory shine, 
Then the day it will be mine ; 
Though both earth and hell combine. 

They then must fail. 

HYMN 86. 7's> 

I am vile and wretched too, 
Can there yet be hope for me? 
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Can I all my sins undo ? 
No, my Lord, this cannot be. 

How then dare I call on thee, 
Since no merit I have got; 

Canst thou pardon one like me ? 
Can my sins be all forgot ? 

Yes, for sinners such as I 
Jesus left his glorious throne, 

Here to suffer bleed and die : 
Father, hear me thro' thy Son. 

Is it possible, my God, 

That the Saviour died for me ? 
Wash and eleanse me with his blood, 

Make me fit to reign with thee. 



HYMN 37. p. m. 

Before thy sacred throne, 

With broken hearts we bow ; 
Our hope is Christ thy son, 
No other one we know ; 
Therefore thro* him we come to thee, 
The sinner's friend, the sinner's plea. 

Our just reward would be 
Exclusion from all bliss, 
Shut up in misery, 
Down in that dire abyss ; 
But thou, O God, has form'd a plan 
To save poor wretched sinful man. 
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Thy name we will adore, 

Thou ever blessed King ; 
Henceforth, and evermore, 
Thy praises we will sing ; 
To all around we will declare 
How good and great thy mercies are. 

HYMN 38. l. m. 

Lord, I thank thee for the grace 
Which hitherto has heen my stay ; 

Still make my heart thy dwelling place. 
Thy loving kindness still display. 

Whilst wandering in this dreary vale, 
Do thou, O Lord, my wants supply ; 

When cares, and doubts, and fears assail, 
Then may I feel thy presence nigh. 

Thou blessed Jesus, smile on me ; 

Behold me from thy throne on high ; 
Lost and undone, I come to thee, 

Because thou didst for sinners die. 

My heart is full of gross deceit, 
Therefore thy grace I now implore ; 

Place thou the world beneath my feet, 
Nor let its cares perplex me more. 



HYMN 3.9. p. m. 

In my affliction, Lord, 
Stand by and comfort me ; 
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Fulfil thy gracious word, 
Thy spirit send to me ; 
My sorrowing heart now make rejoice : 
Eternal God thou art my choice. 

Altho' afflicted here, 

Yet still in thee I trust ; 
My God now draw thou near, 
And hearken to thy dust : 
Supply my wants, Lord, I pray, 
And guide my feet in wisdom's way. 

I am undone and lost 

Unless thou look on me ; 
Like foaming billows tost, 
E en like the boisterous sea : 
Speak, Jesus, speak, the tempest calm : 
These mercies I ask thro' the Lamb. 



HYMN 40. l. m. 

Friends and kindred, neighbours too, 
Bemember Jesus died for you ; 
And will ye now refuse to come ? 
In heaven, remember, there is room. 

If you would see the promised land, 
Arise and join our little band ; 
If you would share eternal rest, 
And be with saints for ever blest, 

You must begin in faith to pray, 
And come in God's appointed way ; 
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For you could never enter there 
Unless you are believers here. 



This world is full of grief and sin, 
But if the crown of life we win 
We shall in endless glory shine, 
Amid the cherubims divine. 



HYMN 41. p. u. 



For health and strength, my Lord, 

Ten thousand thanks I yield ; 
Do thou thy help afford, 
And fit me for the field ; 
Against the world, then, I will fight ; 
Equip, and make my armour bright. 



Why need I be afraid ? 

Why need I doubt and fear? 
Since Christ the debt has paid, 
And promised to be near ! 
Henceforth, I will arise and try 
To fight my passage to the sky, 

I am but weak, I know, 

But if thou stand by me, 
Unto the world 111 show 
The work of Calvary ; 
Strengthen my soul with heavenly bread, 
M&ta me alive who once was dead, 
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HYMN 42. 6-7's. 

Ever blessed God, most high, 

Sovereign Ruler of the sky, 

Condescend my soul to bless, 

Comfort me in my distress ; 
Fountain, source of all my bliss, 
Save me from that deep abyss. 

Save me while on earth I dwell, 
Save me from the pains of hell, 
Save me till I yield my breath, 
Save me in the vale of death, 

Save me though the world may frown, 

Save me till I reach thy throne. 

Now eternal God of might, 

Guide my youthful steps aright, 

Now to me thy mercy show, 

Let me thy salvation know, 
Save me in thy matchless love, 
Bring me to the realms above, 

HYMN 43. l. m. 

Thanks be to thee, Almighty Lord, 
For the sweet rest which I have had ; 

Now let me feed upon thy word, 

Cheer my faint heart, and make it glad. 

I thank thee for thy tender care 

Which thou, my God, hast shown to me ; 
Keep me this day from every snare, 

Let me not go astray from thee. 
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Should'st thou this day my life prolong, 
Still let thy blessing rest on me ; 

Let heavenly love command my song 
Through life and in eternity. 

guide my youthful steps, I pray, 
Amid the traps and snares of sin ; 

Direct me in that blessed way ; 

Cleanse thou and keep me free from sin. 



HYMN 44. p. m. 

Sinner, hast thou sought the Lord ? 

Try, try again ; 
For God is faithful to his word ; 

Try, try again : 
If thou seek by faith in prayer, 
Then my God he will draw near ; 
Now dismiss thy guilty fear ; 

Try, try again. 

He has promised to be nigh ; 

Try, try again; 
All thy wants he will supply ; 

Try try again ; 
Twas for sinners Jesus died ; 
Lo the fountain in his side ! 
Plunge beneath the purple tide ; 

Try, try again. 

There is virtue in his blood : 

Try, try again; 
For to calm the wrath of God, 

Try, try again. 
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Jesus is the sinner's plea ; 
Yes, poor soul, he died for thee 
On the cross of Calvary]; 
Try, try again. 

HYMN 45. c. M. 

Most gracious, wise, and holy God, 

Behold us from above ; 
Withdraw from us thy chastening rod, 

Repeat thy smiles of love. 

This pestilential plague remove, 

Though we deserve to be 
For ever banished from thy love, 

To endless misery. 

Yet, still, Almighty God, we pray ; 

In faith we look to thee ; 
Thro' Christ, the true, the living way, 

Who suffer'd on the tree. 

No other plea we have to bring, 

Therefore thro* him remove 
This plague from us, Almighty King, 

And thus display thy love. 

HYMN 46. o. m. 

My God, in mercy now. appear; 

Reveal thy matchless love ; 
Disperse each gloomy doubt and fear ; 

My sorrows, Lord, remove, 
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And make me to rejoice in thee, 

The true and living God ; 
Stand hy me Lord, and comfort me ; 

Apply the cleansing blood. 

Behold me from thy glorious throne, 

A sinner though I be ; 
Yet, Lord, receive me thro' thy Son ; 

Impart thy grace to me ; 

And grant that I henceforth may live 

By faith in Jesu's blood ; 
To me thy quickening spirit give, 

My Saviour and my God. 



HYMN 47. c. m. 



Deal not according to my sins, 
Though I have grieved thee sore ; 

Thy sacred image stamp within, 
Make me to sin no more. 

I have transgressed, but oh ! forgive, 
Though I deserve to die ; 

Unfit another day to live, 
So deeply sunk am I. 

Down in the regions of the lost 

My lot must surely be, 
To be on fiery billows tost 

To all eternity, 
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So black my crime, so base and vile ; 

Yet still the Saviour died : 
Thro' him, my God, now on me smile, 

And speak me justified. 



HYMN 48. c. m. 

I have no resting place below, 
Nor would I tarry here ; 
I seek a nobler rest above, 
Where I shall soon appear. 

This is a wilderness to me ; 
From hence I fain would go ; 
But I must tarry here awhile, 
My Master's will to do. 

Lord give me grace and strength, I pray, 
To conquer every foe ; 
Support me by thy gracious hand, 
And make my cup o'erflow. 

The way it may be very rough, 

Yet, onward I would go : 

Though all the powers of earth combine, 

My God will bring me through. 

HYMN 49. c. m. 

I have a house, thanks be to God, 
Eternal in the sky, 

Not made with hands, but bought with blood, 
By one who reigns on high. 
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Though here obliged to change about, 
Yet when to heaven I go, 
My Jesus will not turn me out, — 
Thanks to his name, — oh no ! 

But there, thro' one eternal day, 
I shall in glory shine ; 
Nor will my brother Jesus say 
" This mansion is not thine." 

But when I reach that world above, 
Bight happy I shall be ; 
I then shall share his boundless love 
And sweet felicity. 



HYMN 50. 6-8's. 

Humbly before thee now I fall, 
Forgive me then, Lord, I pray ; 

On thee, thro' Jesus, now I call, 
O take the guilt of sin away ; 

Thou God of peace, thou God of love, 

Behold and bless me from above. 

Christ is my only hope and plea, 
No other name thou wilt receive ; 

I feel his blood was shed for me, 
Do thou thy holy spirit give ; 

Beveal thyself, display thy love. 

Thou God who art enthroned above. 

My God, now as I call on thee, 
Receive, adopt, and make me thine ; 
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May I a heavenly jewel be, 

Throughout eternity to shine ; 
My Father, by thy grace and love, 
Bring me to reign with thee above. 



HYMN 61. c m- 

Spirit of light and life come down, 
Thy glorious wings expand ; 
Diffuse thy light and truth, God, 
Abroad on every hand ; 

And let us feel thy spirit bear 
Sweet witness with our own 
That we have pass'd from death to life, 
That we are thine alone. 

Pour out thy spirit, Lord, we pray ; 
Convert our souls to thee ; 
Complete in us thy blessed will, 
Whatever that may be. 

Now let us feel that holy fire 
To flow within our breast ; 
Subdue our evil hearts : do thou 
Give us thy peace and rest. 

HYMN 52. s. m. 

Be present, Lord, with me 

Amid the ills of life, 
And whensoe'er I call on thee 

Afford me sweet relief. 
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I am thy child, but oh ! 

Ungrateful I have been ; 
Yet still, God, thy mercy show, 

And pardon all my sin ; 

Create my heart anew, 

And renovate my soul ; 
As I my heavenly course pursue, 
Do thou my ways control. 

Guide me in wisdom's way 
All thro* the paths of youth ; 

Let all I think, or do, or say, 
Be sealed with thy truth. 
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